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Wallace Stevens 



It might well be that their mistress 
Is no gaunt fugitive phantom. 
She might, after all, be a wanton. 
Abundantly beautiful, eager. 

Fecund, 

From whose being by starlight, on sea-coast. 
The innermost good of their seeking 
Might come in the simplest of speech. 

It is a good light, then, for those 
That know the ultimate Plato, 
Tranquillizing with this jewel 
The torments of confusion. 



THE WEEPING BURGHER 

It is with a strange malice 
That I distort the world. 

Ah! that ill humors 
Should mask as white girls. 
And ah ! that Scaramouche 
Should have a black barouche. 



The sorry verities! 
Yet in excess, continual. 
There is cure of sorrow. 



[3] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Permit that if as ghost I come 
Among the people burning in me still, 
I come as belle design 
Of foppish line. 

And I, then, tortured for old speech — 
A white of wildly woven rings; 
I, weeping in a calcined heart — 
My hands such sharp, imagined things. 



PETER PARASOL 

Aux taureaux Dieu comes donne 
Et sabots durs aux chevaux .... 

Why are not women fair. 
All, as Andromache — 
Having, each one, most praisable 
Ears, eyes, soul, skin, hair? 

Good God ! That all beasts should have 

The tusks of the elephant. 

Or be beautiful 

As large, ferocious tigers are. 

It is not so with women. 

I wish they were all fair, 

And walked in fine clothes. 

With parasols, in the afternoon air. 
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